ON   THE   LAGO   DI   GARDA

thing to see machines hauled about by tigers, at the mercy
of tigers, forced to express the tiger. It is a still more
horrible thing to see tigers caught up and entangled and
torn in machinery. It is horrible, a chaos beyond chaos, an
unthinkable hell.

The tiger is not wrong, the machine is not wrong, but
we, liars, lip-servers, duplicate fools, we are unforgivably
wrong. We say: *I will be a tiger because I love mankind;
out of love for other people, out of selfless service to that
which is not me, I will even become a tiger.' Which is
absurd. A tiger devours because it is consummated in
devouring; it achieves its absolute self in devouring. It
does not devour because its unselfish conscience bids it do
so, for the sake of the other deer and doves, or the other
tigers.

Having arrived at the one extreme of mechanical self-
lessness, we immediately embrace the other extreme of the
transcendent Self. But we try to be both at once. We do
not cease to be the one before we become the other. We
do not even play the roles in turn. We want to be the tiger
and the deer both in one. Which is just ghastly nothing-
ness. We try to say, 'The tiger is the lamb and the lamb
is the tiger.' .Which is nil, nihil, nought.

The padrone took me into a small room almost con-
tained in the thickness of the wall. There the Signora's
dark eyes glared with surprise and agitation, seeing me
intrude. She is younger than the Signore, a mere village
tradesman's daughter, and, alas, childless.

It was quite true, the door stood open, Madame put
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